the coast by moonlight, the phosphorescence of the silky
yater slipping through our fingers as we tried to grasp
it. * He became my lover. There was no reason BOW
why he shouldn't.
After my rent was paid I had only twenty dollars
a month of my allowance left for everything else. One
day in the spring I found myself short and wrote to
Richard for five dollars, tie didn't answer. I wrote
again.* He was silent still I had grown used to his
existing for me no more than as a monthly signature
on a slip of paper. But behind that signature I had
imagined the remains of a feeling of protectiveness for
me. Now, it seemed, even that had gone* I might
slip back into the void out of which I had come into
his life, and he wouldn't care, I was seized by a des-
perate need to know the truth of his feelings for me,
even if it were the worst I had pictured. I went to Mr
Roote, told him as little as I needed to about my position
and borrowed fifty dollars from him. Then I wrote
to Richard once more and a day later took the train
to Kuala Lumpur.
It was night and I sat in the bar drinking whiskies
and the train rattled and I cried and we stopped at end-
less little wayside jungle stations that seemed as meaning-
less as my journey. There was no one at the station at
Kuala Lumpur, so I took a room at the hotel and rang
up Peter. When I asked him where Richard was, he
grew evasive but said he would try to get hold of him
and invited me to breakfast. And presently Richard
rang up, from Bentong, he said, and declared he
wouldn't possibly come to see me unless it was very